The contention of the two fmoui Houfcs t 
Enter Clifford, 

Rut . O Tutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 
CA/.Chaplame away, thy Priefthood faues thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father, he ftiall dye. 

Tutor . Oh Clifford, fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuengc it on thy head : oh Caue his life. 

CY/jf.Soldiors away, and drag him hence perforce ; 

Away with the villaine. Sxtt Chaplaine. 

How now.what dead already f or is it fearcthat 
Makes him clofc his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut . So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambc, 

And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey. 

And fo he turnes againc to rend his limbes in funder, 
OhClifford,kill me With thy fword,and 
Not with fucha eruell threatning looke, 

I am too mcanc a fubieit for thy wrath. 

Be thou reuendge on men, and let me liue. 

pi f. In vainc thou fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paffage where thy words {bould enter, 
i?»f.Then let my fathers; blood ope it againe,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope; with him* 

Clif . Had I thy brethren hecre, their Hues and thine 
Were not reuengc fufficient for me. 

Or fhould I dig vp thyjfore-fathcrsgraucs. 

And hang their rotteafsoffios Vp in chaines, 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart, 

The fight of any of the houfe of Torke ,. 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. 

Therefore till I root.e out that curfed line. 

And leaue not one on earth,llc Hue in hell therefore. 

Rut , Oh let me pray, before I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

pi f, l, inch pitty as my fapiers point affords. i 

Rut .1 neucr did thee hurt,whercfore wilt thou kill m*r 
Clif. Thy father hath. 



Torke and Lane After, 

#tt.But t'was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft onefonne.for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 
ri £ be as miferably flaine as I. 

Oh let me Hue in prifon all my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence, 

Then let me die.for now thou haft no caufe. 

C/z/.No cau f c -> Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
fhtntatenet, I come Plant agenet. 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit, 

Alar mes, enter the Duke of Torke film. 

YorkiAh Torke , poftc to thy Caftle,fauc thy life. 

The goale is loft,thou houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 

Thatheauen abridgdc my daies.and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes ? 

But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfelues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came %tchard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : victory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view, 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I hcare the drums.No way to flie ? 

No way to faue my life i and heere I ftay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland , 
and. Soldiours, 

Come bloudy fhfford.rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quertchlefle fury to more bloud .• 

This it the But, and this abides your fhot. 

Nortbum. Yccid to our mercies, proud Plant agentt. 

C hf l. to fuch mercy as his ruthfuU armc 
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